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The Comte de Vandieres flung off his ragged blankets, and stood before them in his general's uniform.
" Let us save the Count," said Philip.
Stephanie grasped his hand tightly in hers, flung her arms about, and clasped him close in an agonized embrace.
" Farewell," she said.
Then each knew the other's thoughts. The Comte de Vandieres recovered his energies and presence of mind sufficiently to jump on to the raft, whither Stephanie followed him after one last look at Philip.
"Major, won't you take my place? I do not care a straw for life; I have neither wife, nor child, nor mother belonging to me------"
" I give them into your charge," cried the Major, indicating the Count and his wife.
"Be easy; I will take as much care of them as of the apple of my eye."
Philip stood stock-still on the bank. The raft sped so violently towards the opposite shore that it ran aground with a violent shock to all on board. The Count, standing on the very edge, was shaken into the stream; and as he fell, a mass of ice swept by and struck off his head, and sent it flying like a ball.
" Hey ! Major! " shouted the grenadier.
" Farewell! " a woman's voice called aloud.
An icy shiver of dread ran through Philip de Sucy, and he dropped down where he stood, overcome with cold and sorrow and weariness.
" My poor niece went out of her mind," the doctor added after a brief pause. " Ah 1 monsieur," he went on, grasping M. d'Albon's hand, u what a fearful life for the poor little thing, so young, so delicate! An unheard-of misfortune separated her from that grenadier of the Garde (Fleuriot by name), and for two years she was dragged on after the army, the laughing-stock of a rabble of outcasts. She went barefoot, I heard, ill-clad, neglected, and starved for months at a time; sometimes confined in a hospital, sometimes living like a hunted animal. God alone knows all